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THE POOR SOLDIER. 


. 


SCENE I.— 1 Gountry—Sen riſe —6 large 
Manſion at ſome diſtance—near the front, an one 
Ade, a. ſmall Houſe; on the other @ Cottage, 


DarBy without, 


Now what harm, Dermot? 


Der. (without.) Why, * tis harm; ſo ſtay where 
you are. 


Enter DzzMoT and Danzr. 
Dar. Upon my faith I won't ſay a'word. 
Der. Go away I tell you. 
Dar. Lord, I never ſaw ſuch a man as you: 
fure I'll only ſtand by. 
Der. But I tell you it's not proper for any 
one to be by when one's along with.one's ſweet- 


heart, 

Dar. Well, I ani like to be by ak I'm 
along with my ſweetheart - She's aſleep I call 
her up—Halloo ! Kathlane - 

Der. Will you be quiet, Darby? Can't you 


go make a noiſe there, under Father Luke's 
window ? 


22 Dar. | 
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Dar. Ecod, if I do, he'll put me in the Biſhop's 
Court. 


Der. If I wasn't fo fond of Kathlane, I ſhould 


think Norah, his niece there, a very handſome 


irl. 
8 Dar. Why, ſo ſhe is; but ſince her own ſweet- 
heart, Patrick, run away from her and liſted for a 
ſoldier, ſhe don't care a pin for the prettieſt of us; 
by the Lord ſhe even flouts me. 
Der. Well, well, you'll ſee how it will be; 
ſomebody I kn. 
Dar. Ay, you mean the foreign ſerving man to 
the ſtrange Officer that's above at the Duke's. 
Eh! why, faith Dermot, it would indeed be a 


ſhame to let a black-muzzled Mounſeer c 


off a pretty girl from a parcel of tight Iriſh boys 
like us. | 

Der. So it wou'd, Darby; but my ſweet Kath- 
lane is faſt aſleep, and never dreams that her poor 
Dermot is here under her window. 


Dar. Ay, never dreams poor Darby's under 


her window—but I'll have her vup—Kathlane !- 
Kath—— — 


Der. Huſh ! 


AlIR—DrRxMor. 


Sleep on, ſleep on, my Kathlane dear, 
May peace poſſeſa thy breaſt ; 
Yet doſt thou dream thy true love's here, 
Depriv d of peace and reſt. 


The birds fing ſweet, the morning breaks, 
\-, Theſe joys are none to me, 
Tho” ſleep is fled, poor Dermot wakes, 
To none but love and thee, [Exit, 


* Dar. 


eren 


it, 
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Dar. What a dull dog that is Ah, poor Der- 
mot ! ha, ha! why ſuch a ſong cou'dn't wake an 
owl out of his ſleep, let alone a pretty girl that 's * 
dreaming of me.—Kathlane ! upon my conſcience. * 
Fil-yes, I'll rouſe her. 


AiR—DarBy, .- © \ 


Dear Kathlane you no doubt, 
Find ſleep how very ſweet tis, 
s bark, and cocks have crow'd out, 
ou never dream how late tis; | n 
This morning gay, | 
I poſt away, 
To have with you a bit of play, 
On two legs rid 
Good morrow to your night-cap, 


Laſt night a little bowſy 
With whiſke » ale, and cyder, 
I aſk'd young Betty Blowiy 
To let me ſet beſide her; 
© Her anger roſe, 
And ſour as ſloes, 
The little gypſey cock'd her noſe, 
Yet here I've rid c 
Along to bid, / 
Good morrow to your night-cap, 


Beneath the honey-ſuckle, 
The daiſy and the vi'let, 
Compoſe ſo ſweet a truckle, 
They'll tempt you ſure to ſpoil it 3 
Young Sall and Bell 
I've pleaſed ſo well, 
But hold—1 muſtn't kiſs and tell— 
So here I've rid 
Along to bid, | 
Good morrow to your night-cap. 


[KATHLANE opens the cottage window. 


A 3 _ 
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Dar. Ay, there ſhe is; oh, I'm the boy for it. 
K Is that Dermot ? 
Dar. (hiding under the penthouſe.) O dear, ſhe 
takes me for Dermor, he, he, he! 

Kath. Who 's there? 

Dar. Sure it's only I. 

Kath. What, Dermor ? 

Dar. Yes am—Darby (afide). 

Kath. I'm coming down (retires). 

Dar. I thought I'd bring her down: I'm a ſure 
markſman. 


Der Karnkavm from the cottage. 


Kath. Where are you, my dear Dermot ? 

Dar. (comes forward.) © Good morrow to your 
night · cap” (ings). 

Kath. (ftarting.) Darby! Now hang you for 
an impudent fellow, | 

Dar. Then hang me about your neck, my ſweet 
Kathlane, 

Kath. It's a fine thing that people can't take 
their reſt of a morning, but you muft come roaring 
under their windows. 

Dar. Now what need you be fo croſs with a 
body, when you know I love you. 

Kath. Love !—ha—1 like you for that. 

Dar. I'm oblig'd to you. 

Kath. You love, ha, ha, ha ! 
Dar. I do, upon my conſcience. 
Kath, Well, let me alone, Darby : once for all 
| I will not have you, 
AF Dar. No! 
| Kath, No, as I hope for man, I won't. 
Dar. Ha, ha, ha! * for man, and yet won t 


ve me. 
* Kath, 


(in. 
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Kath. Ves, but I'll tell you. what ſort of a man; 
then look into the river, and ſee if if you're he. 
ar. And 817 N pop in head foremoſt. 


Kath. Do, Darby; and then * may e 
for me. 
An-—kKArntans. 
Since love is the plan 


Ill love if I can, 
But firſt let me tell you what fort of a man: ; 
In addreſs how complete, 
And in dreſs ſpruce and ne 
No matter how tall ſo he's over hve feet: 
. Nor dull, oor too witty, 
His eyes I'll think pretty 


If ſparkling with pleaſure whenever ye meet. 


Tho? gentle he be, 
His man he ſhould ſee, 
Yet never be conquer d by any but me: 
In a ſong bear a bob, 
" In a glaſs a hob nob, 
| Yet drink of his reaſon his noddle ne er rob: 
This is my fancy 
5 If ſuch a man can ſee, 
I'm his, if he's mine, until then I am free, 


Dar. So then you won't have me? 
Kath. No, that I won't. 
Dar. Now you might if you pleas d. | 
Kath. I might if you pleas'd, | 5 
Dar. Well, ſure, I do pleaſe. 
Kath. Ay, but you don't pleaſe me. 
Dar. Why, I'm a better match for you than 
Dermot, 
Kath, No. 
Dar. No! Hav'n't I everything cm 
about me ? cows, ſheep, geeſe, and turkies for you 
to look after in the week days, and a pretty 2 * 
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for you to ride to chapel 0 5 
5 o C n a Sunday: a li 
— for you to live in, and a neat bir * Oe 
po ag 1 to —_ in; and for a huſband, I'm 
ad as you” 
2 you'd meet with of a long ſum- 
Katb. Get along: don't talk to me 

| : of your geeſe 

and your turkies, man, with your —_ — 


* nonſenſe, 


Dar. My nonſenſe! | 
that to © uy _ VIE Tu oy 


IH 71 be ſure I do. 
ar. Then marry hang me if I don't. 
2 avs By" wil you do ? x 
ar. Do, why I ll-tell the prieſt of yo 
you. 
8 Ah, do; do your worſt, you ninney 
Dar. I'm a ninney hammer! oh, ve 
I tell you what, Kathlane Il ſay x, Arg Al 


DUET. 
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Kath. 
Dar. 
Kath. 
Dar. 
Kath. 
Dar. 
Kath. 
Dar. 
Kath. 


Kath. 
Dar. 
Kath, 
Dar. 
Kath, 


Ont of my fight or I'll box your ears 
I fit you ſoon for your jibs and jeers, 
ll fet my cap at a ſmart young man. 
Another I'll wed this day if I can 
In courtſhip funny. : 
Once ſweet as honey, 
- Fon drone. 
o Kate, I'm your humble bee. 
Go dance your dogs with your fiddle de dee, 
For a ſprightly lad is the tune for me. 


Like ſweet milk turn'd now t 
The fragrant roſe does a 8 ID 


Sour curds I taſte, tho' ſweet 
And with a flower I — N 
In courtſhip funny, &c. 
[ Exeunt ſeverally. 


Enter 
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Enter FrrzRor. 


Fitz. Ay, here's Father Luke's houſe : I doubt 
if his charming niece is up yet (looks at bis watch). 
I ſhall be- back before the family are ſtirring ; and 
even if not, drawn hither by the devout hopes of 
paying my adoration to this Sylvan Deity, the 

uty and freſhneſs of the morning exhilarates and 
delights, 


AIX —Frrzaor. 


The twins of Latona, ſo kind to my boon, 
Ariſe to partake of the chaſe, 

And Sol lends a ray to chaſte Dian's fair Moon, 
And a ſaile to the ſmiles of her face. 

For the ſport 1 delight in, the bright queen of love 
With myrtles my brow ſhall adorn, 

While Pan breaks his chaunter and fkulks in the grove, 
Excell'd by the ſound of the horn. 


The dogs are uncoupled, and ſweet is their cry; 
Yet ſweeter the notes of ſweet echo's reply: 
Hark forward, my honies! the game is in view, 
Bug love is the game that I with to purſue, 


The ſtag from his chamber of woodbine peeps out, 
His ſentence he hears in the gale; 

Yet flies, till entangled in fear and in doubt, 
His courage and conſtancy fail, 

Surrounded by foes, he prepares for the fray, 
Deſpair taking place of his fear, 

With antlers erected, awhile ſtands at bay, 

- Then ſurrenders his life with a tear, | 


The dogs, &c. 


- 
— 


Oh, ßere comes the rieſt her uncle; and now for 
his final anſwer, which muſt determine my happi- 


nels, 1 a 
| Enter Father Luxe. 
Good morning to you, Sir. 
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F. Luke. And a good morrow ; and a hundred 
and a thouſand good morrows to you, worthy Sir, 

Fitz. As many thanks to you, my reverend Sir. 

F. Luke. True, Sir, I am reverend, becauſe I'm 
the prieſt of the pariſh. —Bleſs you, Sir, but you re 
an early riſer. 

Fitz. Why, you muſt imagine that the pillow 
has no great charms for one whoſe heart can * 
little reft till lulled to peace by your friendly bene · 
diction.ä— Oh! Father Luke! your charming 
niece 

F. Luke. My niece—you told me of that ; but 
you never told me your fortune; ſo it's gone quite 
out of my memory. 

Fitz. Why, Father, if you muſt peep into my 
rent · roll, I fancy you'll find it ſomething above two 
| thouſand pounds a-year. 

F. Luke. Two thouſand !—You ſhall have my 
niece: but there's two things which perhaps you 
have not conſidered on, 

Fitz. What are thoſe ? ; 

F. Luke. Her religion and her country. 

Fitz. My dear Sir, be affured I am incapable 
of an illiberal prejudice again any one, for not 
having firſt breathed the ſame air with me, or for 
worſhiping the ſame Deity in another manner. 
We are common children of one parent; and the 
honeſt man who thinks with moral rectitude, and 
acts according to his thoughts, is my countryman, 
let him be born where he will, 

F. Luke. Joſt my thoughts, Sir; I don't mind 
a man's country ſo he has Vou've 20001. a year? 
(FiTzzovy bows) Your hand, you ſhall marry my 
neice. 

Fitz. My dear good man, you're the beſt of 
prieſts; but therc's one thing that I'd wiſh to be 

certain 


W It 


certain of==Are you ſure your niece's heart is to- 
tally difengaged? 

F. Luke. Why, Sir, ſhe did give her heart away, 
but I made her take it back again—ſhe had a fort 
of a lover that I think ſhe was a little fond of. 

Fitz. How? 

F. Lutte. Don't be alarm'd, Sir, for Lord knows 
what's become of poor Patrick ſince he was ſent off 
for America: upon my refuſing Norah to him he 
took on ſo, that one day, full of ale and vexation, 
the fool went and liſted for a ſoldier ! 

Fitz. Ah, I could wiſh that 

F. Luke. You can wiſh for no more than you 
ſhall have—ſhe's your's—1 ſay the word; and Fm 
her uncle, her guardian, and her clergy. — Here, 

Norah, child! (calls at the win fancy ſhe's 
not awake yet (going in). 

Fitz. Hold, Sir, I wouldn't have her diſturb's 
for the world. 

F. Luke. Well, faith, you're good entered 
enough, cahſidering you've been fighting in Ame- 
rica. 

Fitz. My dear Father Luke, you know I'm 
down here at the Duke's upon a viſit, and you 
have ſenſe enough to know likewiſe, that notwith- 
ſtanding your niece's beauty and merit, and the 
reverence due to your character, ſuch is the ridicu- 
lous pride and afſumed privilege of birth and for- 
tune, that I ſhould be moſt egregiouſly rallied, and 
perhaps obſtacles thrown in the way of my happi- 
neſs, ſhould this affair be talked off there. 

F. Luke. Not a word—my lips are ſealed. 

Fitz, That's right, my dear friend; the cere- 
-mony once over, with pride I ſhall pupliſn my 

felicity to the world. 1 have already ſent up to 
Duin for ſome trifling ornaments for my ſweet 
Norah; 
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Nora; expect them every hour this night you 
ſhall join our hands, and then I'll introduce my 
lovely bride, as ſuch, to my friends at Carton houſe, 


Enter Darsy. 


Dar. Father Luke, I want to ſpeak a word with 
you if you pleaſe, Sir. (Firzzor walks up the. 
ſtage.) | ww 
F. Luke. What do you mean, you free fellow? 
Don't you ſee I'm in company, and in company 
with a gentleman too? Eh, you wicked boy? - 

Dar. I'm not wicked. n 

F. Luke. Eh, how, .chitd ! what, an't I your 
prieſt, and don't I know what wickedneſs is? 
Dar. Well, Sir, to be ſure I have been a young 
rake as a body may ſay, but now I'm going to take 
a wife to myſelf, . | 

F. Luke (to DaxBy). Get away -I beg your 
worſhip's pardon (% FitzRoy), | _ 

Fitz. Oh, no apology, Sir—the ſhepherd muſt 
look to his flock ! 

F. Luke. Ah! I'm ſhepherd to a bleſſed flock 
of goats! Now, would you think it, Sir? that 
Darby, that. fellow that looks ſo ſheepiſh, is the 
moſt notorious reprobate in the whole pariſh, 

Dar. (to Fitzroy.) Sir, I'll tell you why Father 
Luke's always at me—He, he, he! When one 
plays or ſo among the girls, you know one muſt 
give them a kiſs or two, to keep them in good hu- 
mour ; and then the long winter nights hefore a fine 
fire, I'm fo frolickſome among em, that when we 

lay at forfeits, it may come to twenty or thirty 
Likee apiece: theſe they muſt all confeſs to him, 
and Ecod! of. a cold morning they keep Father 
Luke till bis fingers are numb'd and his * is 
| ve, 
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blue, he, he, he! Tou know, Sir—you know that's 
the reaſon you don't like poor Darby. 

F. Luke. Get along, you profligate! 

Dar. Well, Sir, I'll go. | 

F. Lake. Come back here—Where are you 
going now? I warrant you're poſting away to the 
alchouſe, but I'll follow -you--I'll meet you there, 
and if I catch you guzzhng—if you dare call for a 
art of ale before me 
Dar. Lou'll drink half of it. 


F. Luke. Go along, go! (puſhes bim off. ) Ob! 
dear me! I'm only a poor pariſh prieſt here; and I 
pony I have more to do than a biſhop. 


Fitz. I wiſh, Father, you were a biſhop! 

F. Luke, I wiſh to Heaven I was. 

Fitz. Well, well—who knows—all in 
time—We ſhall have his Grace s intereſt! Such a 
thing may be dope. 

F. Luke. Oh, that nothing may hinder it! 


AIR Father Luxx. 


An humble curate here am I, 
The boys and girls director; 
Yet ſomething whiſpers by and by 
I may be made a Rector: 
Then I'll preach, 
And teach, r 
My ſheep and rams, 
So well Pll mind my duty; 


And oh, my pretty ewes and lambs ! 
Your paſtor ſhall be true t'ye. N 


For though a ſimple fiſherman, 
A dean'ry if I fiſh up, 
So good I'll do the beſt | can, 
And pray—to be a Biſhop. 
T o my preaching, - 
Teacbing, 
Then farewell 


* 
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No more with duty hamper'd, | 
But plump and fleek, 
My rev*rend cheek—- | 
Oh, how my lordſhip's pamper'd. 


But, Sir, you're ſure of my niece Norah; and 
now I muſt attend ſome duties of my ſunction 
among my pariſhioners! [Emit. 

Fitz. Love for a young man! this is not ſo 
well: the firſt impreſſion of love upon the heart of 
an innocent young woman, is not eaſily, if ever 
eras'd ; yet the coldneſs of her carriage to me ra- 
ther checks my hopes than abates the ardor of my 
affections (F. Luxx, door apens). Tis ſhe; I fear 
to ſpeak to her, leſt I ſhould be obſerved by ſome 
of the villagers (retires). 


Enter Nox an from the Houje. 


Aixz—Nozxan. 


The meadows look chearful, the birds ſweetly fing, 
So gaily they carrol the. praiſes of ſpring; 

Though nature rejoices; poor Norah ſhall mourn, 
Until her dear Patrick again ſhall return. 


Ye laſſes of Dublin, ah, hide your gay charms ! 
Nor lure her dear Patrick from Norah's fond arms; 
Though ſattins and ribbons and laces are fine, 

They hide not a heart with fuch feelings as mine. 


What a beautiful morning | The primroſes and 
violets ſeem to have ſprung up ſince the ſun went 
down. If the graſs 1s not too wet, perhaps Kath- 
lane will take a walk with me—but ſhe's gone to 
walk with her ſweetheart Dermot— Well, if Patrick 
hadn't fot ſook me I ſhou'dn't now want a compa- 

nion; 
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nion.—Oh dear! here's the gentleman that my 


uncle is always teazing me about. 
Fitz, A fine morning, Madam; but your 


preſence gives an additional luſtre to the benuties 


of this charming ſcene. 
Nor. Sir! (curtfies. ) | 
Fitz. Beautiful Norah ! has your uncle apprized 
of the felicity I hope to derive from your com- 
ce with his will and my ardent wiſhes? 


Nor. I don' t know, Sir; he talked to me a great 


Fus. (:aking ber band.) Nay, do not avert thoſe 
lovely eyes—look kindly on me. 


For deareſt maiden, the pride of the village, 
” yk and it's —— I freely reſign, on 
Delight ſprings from labor, and ſcience from tilla 
Where love, peace, arid innocente ſweetly" combine! 
Soft tender affection, what bliſs in poſſeſſiag: 
How bleſt when *tis love that iofures us the blefling. 
Careſs'd, oh what rapture in mutual carefling, 
What joy can I wiſh for, was Norah but mine: 


The feaſts of gay faſhion with ſplendor invite us, 
Where luxury, pride, and her follies attend; 
The banquet of reaſon alone ſhould delight us, 
How ſweet the enjoyment when ſhar d with a friend. 
Be oy that dear friend then, my comfort, my plea- 
ure! 
A look is my ſinſhive, a ſmile is my treaſure; 
Thy lips, if conſenting, give joy beyond meaſure, 
A rapture ſo perfect, what joy can tranſcend! 


Nor. Do, Sir, permit me to withdraw; our 
village is very cenforious ; and a gentleman being 
ſeen with me, vill neither add to your honor or my 
reputation. [Exit into the Bothe. 


Enter 
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Enter BacaTELLs haſtily. 


Bag. Ah, Monfieur ! | 
Fitz. Well, what's the matter? | | 
Bag. Ah, Monſieur! I'm come I'm come 
to tell you—that—I'm out of breath . 
Fitz. What's the matter? | 
| Bag. It is all blown —— _ 8 
Fitz. I ſuppoſe my love affair here is diſcovered 


half -afide). | 
- fog Oui, Monſieur, I have diſcover——- 
Fitz. How you? | | 
Bag. All blown. 
Fitz. The devil! 
Bag. We muſt go to town! | 
Fitz. Diſcovered—all blown—and we muſt go 


to cow n 79 
Bag. Oui, Monſieur. I have diſcover dat all 
your Mareſchal poudre is blown out of de vindre, 
and I muſt go to town for more | 
Fitz. And is this the diſcovery that has made you 


run about the roads after me ? 

Bag. Non, Monſieur ; but I am come on de 
affaire of grande importance. | 

Fitz. Quick, what is it? 

Bag. To know, Monfieur, if you will dreſs to 
day en queue or de twiſted club. | 

Fitz. Is this your affair of grand importance? 

Bag. Oui; I muſt make de preparation—oh, I 
did like to forget to tell you dat his Grace and all 
de fine Ladies wait for your Honor's company in 


de breakfaſt parlour. 


Fitz. Damn your impertinence, firrah ! why 
didn't you tell me this at firſt? I ſhall have fifty 


ſcouts after me—follow, and be in the way, as I 
Exit. 


Bag. 


ſhall want co dreſs. f . 
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Bag. Ah, ah, ah! begar dis is de prieſt's 

| houſe, and I did meet him in de village. Fort 
bien—ah, tis bon opportunite to make de love to 

his niece ; I vil finiſh de affaire with coup d'eclat— 

Somebody come—Now for Mademoiſelle Norah ! 

[Exit into Father Luk EA houſe, 


Enter PATRICK, 


Pat. Well, here I am, after all the dangers of 
war, returned to my native village, two years older 
than I went—not much wiſer—up to the heart in 
love, and not a ſixpence in my pocket! (DAR RV 
fings without.) Isn't that Darby? "tis indeed, and 
as fooliſh as ever. ; | 


Enter Davy finging, flops ſhort, looks with ſur- 
prize at PATRICK, 


Dar. Is it Pat? (runs to him.) My dear boy, 
you're welcome—you're welcome, my dear boy. 

Pat. Thank you, Darby—How -are all friends 
ſince I left them? 

Dar. Finely ; except a cow of mine that died 
laſt Michaelmas. 

Pat. But how is my dear Norah ? 

Dar. As pretty as ever. I muſtn't tell him of 
the Mounſeer that's about her houſe (afide). 'T was 
4 ar for you to turn ſoldier and run away from 

Er. 

Pat. Could J help it, when her ill-natured uncle 
refuſed me his conſeat, and ſhe wov'dn't marry me 
without it ? | 

Dar. Why, Father Luke's very croſs indeed to 
us young lovers. — Eh, Pat, but let's look at you. 


B Egad l 
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Egad! you make a tight little ſoldier enough; 
you'll have Norah Oh, if I thought I could get 
Kathlane by turning ſoldier I'd liſt ro-morrow. 
Pat. Well, I'll introduce you to the ſerjeant. 
Dar. Ay, do, if you pleaſe. I think I'd look very 
pretty in a red coat, ha, ha, ha! (ems delighted 
with PaTRICK's dreſs.) Let's ſee how the hat and 
feather becomes me? (takes off PaTRICK's bat and 
diſcovers a large ſcar on his forehead.) What's that? 
Pat. Only a wound I got in battle. 
Dar. Hem ! take your hat- don't think regi- 


mentals would become me at all. 
Pat. How? ha, tha, ha! What! terrified at a 


ſcar, eh, Darby! 

Dar. Me terrified ! not I, I don't mind twenty 
ſcars, only it looks fo conceited for a man to have 
a black patch upon his face; but how did you get 
that beauty ſpot ? 

Pat. In my attempt to fave the life of an offi- 
cer, I fell, and the bayonet of an American grena- 
dier left me for dead, bleeding on the field. 

Dar. Left for dead! 

Pat. There was glory for you. 

Dar. Hem ! and ſo they found you bleeding in 


your glory ? 
Pat. Come now, I'll introduce you to the ſer- 


jeant. 


Dar. (looks out.) Hem! yes, I'm coming, Sic! 


(Seems as if anſwering ſomebody without.) 
Pat. Oh, yonder 4 the ſerjeant (looking out), 


Where are you going ? 
Dar. To meer him (going the contrary way. ) 


I'll be with you preſently, Sir (/ooks at Pars ick). 


Hem—glory —row de dow. [ Exir. 
Pat. Ha, ha, ha! the ſight of a wound is 


enough for poor Darby - but now to ſee m ſwest 
Norah, 
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Norah, and then for a pitcher of friendſhip with 
my old companions. 


AIR—PATRICK, © 


The wealthy fool with gold in ſlore 
Will (till defire to grow richer ; 
Give me but health, I aſk no more, 
My little girl, my friend, and pitcher, 
My friend ſo rare, 
My irl ſo fair, 
With ſuch what mortal can be richer ; 
Poſſeſs'd of theſe, a fig for care, 
My little girl, my friend, and pitcher. 
From morning ſun, I'd never grieve 
To toil a hedger or a ditcher ; 
If that when 1 come home at eve 
I might enjoy my friend and pitcher. 


My friend, &c. 


Though fortune ever ſhuns my door, 
(I know not what can thus bewitch her,) 


With all my heart ; can I be poor, 
With my ſweet girl, my friend, and pitcher. 


My friend, &c. Ig 
[ Exit into houſe, 


SCENE II.— Hide of Father Luxz?'s Houſe. 
BAGATELLE diſcovered ſpeaking at a chamber door. 


Bag. I would only ſpeak von vord vit you. 
Ouvrez la porte, ma chere; do open de door, 
Mademoiſelle Norah, 

Nor, (within,) J requeſt, Sir, you'll go away. 

B 2 Bag. 
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Bag. Firſt give me de von little kiſs. | 
Mor. (witbin.) Upon my word this is exceeding 
rude behaviour, and if my uncle finds you there, 
ſee what he'll ſay to you. 

Bag. (afide.) Oh de Father Luke; begar he 
may be enrage—vel, I am going - Mademoiſelle 
Norah, I am going. 

_ (without.) Where is my charming No- 
rah? | 
Bag. Ah, mal peſte ! Begar, I am all take -] 
vill hide (goes into a cloſet). | 


Enter PATRICK, 


Pat. Eh! all the doors open, and nobody at 
home (knocks at the chamber door). Who's here? 

Nor. (within.) You're a very rude man, and [ 
deſire you'll leave the houſe. 1 : 

Pat. Leave the houſe! a kind reception after 
two years' abſence. 

Nor. Sure I know that voice. 


Enter Noran, 


My Patrick ! 

Pat. My dear, dear Norah 

Nor. If I was dear to you, ah Patrick, how 
could you leave me ? 

Pat. And were you ſorry for my going? 

Nor. Judge of my ſorrow at your abſence by 
theſe tears of joy for your return. 
Pat. My ſweet girl! this precious moment 
makes amends for all the dangers and fatigues I've 
ſuffered ſince our parting. 

Bag. Ah, pauvre Bagatelle! (afide.) 


Pat. 
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Pat. I heard a noiſe ! 

Nor. Oh heavens! if it ſhould be my uncle— 
what ſhall I do? he's more averſe to our union 
than ever.—Hold, I'll run to the door. 

Pat. And if you hear Father Luke coming up 
ſtairs I'll ſtep in here (opens door and diſcovers 
BAacATELLE). Is this your ſorrow for my abſence 
and tears for my return? 

Bag. Begar, Monſieur, I am ſorry for your 
return. 

Nor. How unlucky ! 

Bag. Monſievr, votre ſerviteur. 

Pat. Shut up here with a raſcally hair-dreſſer 

Bag. Hair-dreſſer! Monſieur, you ſhall give 
me de ſatisfaction; I vill challenge you, and I vill 
meet you vid 

Pat. With your curling irons. 

Bag. Curling irons! Ah, ſacre Dieu! 

Pat. Hold your tongue, except you like to 
walk out of a window. _ 

Bag. Monſieur, to oblige you I vill valk out of 
de vindre, but I vould rather valk down ſtairs ; 
I'm not particular in dat point. 

Pat. March, firrah ! or I'll cudgel you while I 
can hold a ſplinter of ſhelelah. 

Bag. Cudgel! Monſieur, vill you take a pinch 
of ſnuff ? Non! Oh, den I put up my box and 
bid you bon jour—Serviteur, Mademoilelle No- 


rah! | [ Exif, 
Pat. Ah, Norah! could I have believed this of 
you ? | : 


Nor. Could I have believed Patrick would have 

harboured a thought to my diſadvantage—And 

can you think me falle ? Nos 
Pat, If I do, Norah, my heart is the only ſuſ- 


ſerer. 
B 3 | DUET 
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ParRIoE. 


A roſe true full in bearing, 
Had ſweet flowers fair to ſee; 
One roſe beyond comparing, 
For beauty attracted me. 
Though eager once to win it, 
Lovely, blooming, freſh, and gay; 
1 find a canker in it, | 
And now throw it far away. 


Ll TRE kb. 


NoRran. 


How fine this morning early, 

All ſun-ſhiny, clear, and bright; 
So late I lov'd you dearly, \ 
Though loſt now each fond delight. . 
The clouds ſeem big with ſhowers, 

Sunny beams no more are ſeen; F 
Farewell, ye happy hours, 

Your falſehood has chang'd the ſcene. 


[ Exeunt /everally. 


THE END OF THE FIRST ACT, 


not of 


Norah I find has 


matter ! 


As, I'm but a common rank and file; it is 
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ACT. 1K: 


SCENE I.—The Country. 


Enter PaTRICK. 


PATRICK. 


this Frenchman I ſhould be jealous - my 
given her heart to an officer—no 


| AIR—PATRICK, 
Why breathe ſo rude, thou northern wind, 


Be gentle unto me; (1 

1 lov'd a maiden moſt unkind, 
No fairer ſhall you ſee : 

Her vows were ſoft as weſtern gale, 
Whilſt flocks are penn'd in fold; 

I thought ſhe liſten'd to my tale, 
She left me, ah ! for gold. 


Full featly ſexton with thy ſpade, 
Oh make my bed a boon; 
Yet, though to reſt is Patrick laid, 
Thy bells ring out this tune, 

14 
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Beneath this bank of tufted graſs, 
Ye faithful ſwains be told, 
Is laid the youth that lov'd the laſs, 
Who leſt him, ah! for gold. 
Exit. 


Enter DARBV. 


Dar. Ho, Pat! Paddy! Ay, there he goes 
ſinging about the roads like a diſcarded fowl; ſo 
am I but why ſhould Kathleen like Dermot better 
nor I? Well, well, I'm fure 'm as—ſhew me a 
completer fellow—I can wreſtle—I'm a good 
hurler—I can cudgel—I can play upon the pipes, 
and I can dance (dances)—and I can—ſhew me a 
completer fellow, that's all (KATHLAVE fings 
without)—Oh, here ſhe comes. 


Enter KATHLANE, 


Kath. What, are you there, fooliſh Darby ? 

Dar. Now am I puzzled whether to take a 
friendly glaſs of punch with Patrick yonder, or ſtay 
here and kiſs you. 

Kath. So betwixt my lips and a glaſs of punch, 
you're the als between two bundles of — 

Dar. Now I'm an aſs—you're a bundle of 
ſweet—ſince nobody's by I'll make hay while the 
ſun ſhines—Kiſs me, Kathlane, and then I'll be 
in clover. 

Kath. No, I'll not take ſuch a rake as you 
when JI go a hay-making, I aſſure you. 

Dar. dee there now! 

Kath. Aye, and ſee there again now; you know 
Darby I'm an heireſs, and ſo take your anſwer — 


you're no match for me. 


6 Dar. 


„ 
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Dar. An heireſs! Why, though your father, old 
Jorum, that kept the Harp and Crown, left you 
well enough in the world, as a body may ſay, 
yet 

Kath. Well enough, you diſparaging fellow | 
Didn't my poor father leave me a fortune of 
eleven pounds—a barrel of ale upon draught— 
the dappled mare, beſides the furniture of the 
whole houſe, which *prais'd to the matter of thirty- 
eight ſhillings! Well enough indeed ! EO, 

Dar. (/oothing.)) Nay, but Kathlane— 

Kath. (paſſionate.) Well enough ! And didn't 
he leave me the bald filley, you puppy ? 

Dar. Oh, now ſhe's got upon the bald filley— 
the devil can't rake her doõn 
Kath. A pretty thing to ſay to a girl of my for- 
tune; | 


AIR - KArRLIANE. 


Dermot's welcome as the May, 
Chearful, handſome, and good natur d; 
Fooliſh Darby, get away, 
Aukward, clumſy, and ill featur'd : 
Dermot prattles pretty chat; 
Darby gapes like any oven : 
Dermot's neat from ſhoe to hat; 
Darby's but a dirty ſloven. 
Lout looby ! 
Silly booby ! 
Come no more to me courting ; 
Was my deareſt Dermot here, 


All is joy and gay ſporting, - 


Dermot's teeth are white as egg, 
Breath as ſweet as ſugar=candy 
Then he's ſach a handſome leg; 
Darby's knocky-kneed and bandy ! 
Dermot 
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Dermot walks a comely pace ; 
Darby like an aſs goes ſtumping ; 
Dermot dances with ſach grace z 
Darby*s dance is only. jumping. 
Lout lobby, 
Silly booby, &c. | 
[ Exit, 


Dar. So I muſt fall in love; I wiſh I'd firſt fell 
in the river—Oh dear! (/gbs.) 

Bag. (without.) Oh, Monteur Darby! 

Dar. Lord, this is Mr. Bag and Tail the 
Mounſcer. 


Enter BAGATELLE, 


Bag. Ah, ha! Monſieur Darby; begar 1 did 
look all about and J could no find you, 

Dar. That 's becauſe I'm fo wrap'd in love. 

Bag. Monſieur Pat ſhall fight a me. 

Dar. Oh, yod 're going to fight Pat. 

Bag. Oui; and dis is de deadly challenge, de 
lettee de mort. 

Dar. Oh, what you'll leather him more. 

Bag. Dis ſoldier Patrick did affront me before 
Mademoiſclle Norah; and I vil have de ſatisfaction 
—Begar 1 vil kill ſoldier Pat, and you fall be my 
friend. | 
Dar. Can't you as well kill Dermot, and then 
you'll be my friend ? but why kill Pat? 

Bag. Ce Monſieur Pat, quel barbare ! 

Dar. Oh, becauſe you 're a barber, 

Bag. Vou'd you affront.me ? 

Dar. Not IJ. 

Bag. Lou vil be my friend, if you vil give dis 
challenge to Monſieur Patrick. 

Dar. Give it me; by the Lord Harry, man, he 


ſhall have it. 


Bag. 
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Bag. I vill not truſt dat Lord Harry's man 
Give it yourſelf. 

Dar, Well, I will. 

Bag. Dere it is—Le Duc's coachman did write 
it for me as he is Englis. 

Dar. Let's ſce (opens it and reads), —“ Sir, 
« this comes hopping,” —Hopping! I'll run all 
the way if that will do“ that you're in good 
cc health, as I am at this preſent writing—l1 tell 
« you what, friend, though you think yourſelf a 
great officer, you don't make me walk out 
« of a window ; and this comes to let you know 
© l' have Norah in ſpite of you, I'll be damn'd 
« if I don't; and moreover than that, meet me 
c in the Elm Grove at ſeven in the evening, 
« when you muſt give me ſatisfaction, but not 
« with curling irons z till then I'm yours, as in 
t duty bound.“ 

Bag. Oui; dat is de etiquette of de challenge; 
I put no name for fear of de law. 

Dar. It is not directed; but Pat ſhall have it. 

Bag. Fort bien. 

Dar. I know Pat is Norah's ſweetheart—but 

how did he affront you ? 

Bag. Affront! Begar be did take off his as and 
make me a low bow, 

Dar. That was an affront indeed, 

Bag. And den ſays he, Monſieur, I ſhould be 
much oblige to you if you vil do me de honour to 
valk out of de window. 

Dar. Well, you could not do leſs, he was ſo 
civil, 

Bag. Ah, ba! —Monſieur, ſays I, begar I vil 
make you walk down ſtairs; vid dat 1 did lift gn 
leg and give him one blow dat did kick him — 
die top to de bottom. 


Dar. 
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Dar. You kickt him down ſtairs ! and for that 
he muſt give you ſatisfaction. 

Bag. Dat is it—Monſieur Darby, I voud not 
truſt de upper domeſtiques.at de Duke's, nor em- 
ploy de lower ſervants upon dis affair of honour — 
You muſt come to de fight vid me -I have de 
piſtols, 

Dar. Piſtols ! 

Bag. Oui; you fall be my ſeconde. 

Dar. Piſtols Second! Eh, cou'dn't I be third 
or fourth ? | 

Bag. Ah, Monſieur ; you, are wrong; toute 
autre choſe, 

Dar. Oh, I muſt get two other ſhoes (looking 
at bis feet). | 

Bag. Non—Vel, Monſieur Darby, now I have 
ſent my challenge, I am ready in de duel to decide 
de point of honour ; and ſo I vil go—bruſh my 
maſter's coat, [ Exit. 

Dar. Piſtols !-—I don't much like giving this 
challenge to Pat—he's a devil of a fellow ſince 
he turned ſoldier ; the boy at the alehouſe ſhall 
give it him; for as Pat bid Monſieur walk out of 
a window, he may deſire me to walk up the 


chimaey. [ Exit, 


SCENE II. 


Enter NoRan. 


Nor. No where can I find him; and I fear my 
uncle will miſs me from home. My letter muſt 
have convinced him how he wronged me by his 
ſuſpicions. 


Aix 


F 
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AIR—NoRan. 


Deareſt youth, why thus delay, 
And leave me hear a mourning ; 
Ceaſeleſs rears while thou*rt away 
Muſt flow for thy returning. 
Winding brooks, if by your fide 
My careleſs love is ſtraying, 
Gently murmur, ſoftly chide, 
And ſay for him Pm ſtaying. 


Meads and groves I've wander'd o'er 
In vain, Jear youth, to find thee ; 
Come, ah come! and part no more 
Nor leave thy love behind thee, 
On yon green hill I'll fit till night, 
My careful watch ſtill keeping; 
But if he then not bleſs my fight, 
I'll lay me down a weeping. 


He comes—> My Patrick 


Enter PATRICK, 


Pat. My dear Norah, excuſe my delay; but fo 
many old acquaintances in the village. 

Nor. You had my letter ? 

Pat. Yes; and I'm aſhamed of my folly—to be 
jealous of ſuch a baboon too! 

Ner. Aye, he'd be ſoon diſcharged if his maſter 
Capt. Fitzroy knew of his preſumption. 

Pat. Ah, Norah, I feel more terror at that one 
Captain's name, than I did at the ſight of a whole 
army of enemies, drawn up in battle array againſt 
me. | 

Nor. My deareſt Patrick, only be conſtant, love 
me as I think you do, and mine is * on 
uch 
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ſuch a baſis of permanent affection, as never to be 


ſhaken. 
Pat. And can you prefer a poor foot- ſoldier to a 


Captain, my ſweet Norah ? 

Nor. Ah, my Patrick, you may be only a pri- 
vate in the army, but you're a field officer here 
(lays ber hand to ber beart). 

Pat. Charming, generous girl! 


AIlR—PATRICK, 


Tho? Leixſlip is proud of its cloſe ſhady bowers, 
Its clear falling waters gnd murm'ring caſcades, 
Its groves of fine myrtle, its beds of ſ»eet flowers, 
Its lads fo well dreſs'd and its neat pretty maids: 
As each his own village muſt ſtill make the moſt of, 
In praiſe of dear Carton, I hope I'm notwrong ; 
Dear Carton containing what kingdoms may boaſt of, 
"Tis Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my ſong. 


Be gentlemen fine with their ſpurs and nice boots on, 
Their horſes to ftart on the Currah Kildare, 

Or dance at a ball with their Sunday new ſuits on, 
Lac'd waiſtcoat, white gloves, and their neat powder'd 

hair. 
| Peor Pat while fo bleſt in his mean humble ſtation, 

For gold or for acres he never ſhall long; 

One ſweet ſmile can give him the wealth of a nation, 
From Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my ſong. 


Enter Frrzzov behind, in a plain ſcarlet frock and 
round bat. 


Fit. (afide.) My little country wife in company 
with a common ſoldier ! 

Nor. Don't fail to come to our houſe as you 
promiſed, for at that time my uncle will be 


down at Dermot's.—-I've a notion "twill be a 
match 
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match between him and Kathlane; my uncle's 
her guardian Adieu, my Patrick! You'll come 
early (parting tenderly). [ Exit Noran. 

Pat, Happy Dermot! his Kathlane had nor 
chars to attract the attention of this gentleman ; 
but becauſe Norah is moſt beautiful, Patrick is 
moſt unhappy. 1 

Fitz. (aſde.) This is a timely and fortunate diſ- 
covery—lf I had married her, I' ſhould have been 
in a hopeful way l' endeavour to conceal my 
emotions and ſpeak to this fellow] (Advancing) A 
pretty girl you've got there, brother ſoldier! 

Pat. She's handſome, Sir. 

Filiz. You ſeem to be well with her, eh? 

Pat. (fighs.) But without her.— 

Fitz. Oh, then you think you ſhall be without 
her? 

Pat. Yes, Sir. 

Fitz. What parts you? 

Pat. My poverty. 

Fitz. Why, ſhe don't ſeem to be rich. 

Pat. No, Sir; but my rival is. 

Fitz. Oh, you've a rival? 

Pat. I have, Sir. 

Fitz. Now for. a character of myſelf (afide). 
Some rich raſcal, I ſuppoſe ? 

Pat. Sir, I envy his riches only becauſe they 
give him a ſuperior claim to my Norah; and for 
your other epither, I'm ſure he don't deſerve it. 

Filz. How fo? | | 

Pat. Becauſe he's an officer, and therefore a man 
of honor, 

Fitz. It's a pity, my friend, that you're not 
an officer, you ſeem to know ſo well what an 
officer ſhould be—Pray, have you been in any 
action ? 

Pat. 
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Pat. I have ſeen ſome ſervice in America, Sir. 


Fitz. Carolina? 
Pat. Yes, Sit; I was at the croſſing of Beattic' g 


Ford. 

Fitz. (with emotion.) Indeed 

Pat. I'd an humble ſhare too in our victory of 
the 15th March at Guildford, under our brave 
officers, Webſter, Leſlie, and Tarlkon. 

Fitz. Were you in the action at Beattie's Ford? 

Pat. Here's my witneſs, Sir (takes off bis bat). 
I received this wound in the reſcue of an officer 
who, having fallen, muſt have periſhed by a de- 


termined hayoner. 
Fitz. By heaven! the very ſoldier that ſaved 


my life! (aide) — Then I ſuppoſe, he rewarded 


you handſomely ? 
Pat. | looked for no reward, Sir.—1 ſooght 


it was my duty as a ſoldier; to protect a fallen man 
was but an office of humanity.— Good morning to 
your Honor.— 

Fitz. Where are you going now, my friend ? 

Pat. To abandon my country for ever. 

Fitz. (afide.) Poor fellow !-—-But, my lad, I 

think you'd beſt keep the field ; for if the girl likes 
you, ſhe'll certainly prefer you to 99 wealthy 
rival. 
Pat. And for that reaſon I'll refign her to him. 
As I love her, I'll leave her to the good fortune ſhe 
merits ; it would be only love to mylelf ſhould I 
involve her in my indigence. 

Fitz. You'll take your leave of her though? 

Pat. No, Sir—I told her I'd meet her at her 
uncle's ; but I think it better even to break a pro- 
miſe, than expoſe her to the pangs of a ſeparation; 
which, without ſelf-flattery, I know muſt grieve her 


tender heart. : 


Fitz. 
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Fitz. Well, but my lad, take my advice and 
ſee the girl once again before you go. 
Pat. Sir, I'm obliged to you—you muſt be a 
good- natured gentleman, and I'll take your advice. 
— Then I will venture to ſee my Norah once more; 
for if even Father Luke tyrns me out of his houſe, 

I ſhan't be much diſappointed, 


{ 
| 
| 
| 


Al — PATRICE. 


Farewell, my dear Norah, adieu to ſweet peace ! 

Ah ſay, cruel Fate, when my forrow ſhall ceaſe! 

I fear'd neither muſket, nor cannon, nor word, 
Farewell is my terror, tor death's in that word! 

Yet farewell to Norah, adieu to ſweet peace, Af 
Ah ſay, cruel Fate, when my ſorrow ſhall ceaſe ! . | 


[| Exit PATRICK, 


Fitz. What a noble ſpirit—there let the em- 
broidered epaulet take a cheap leſſon of bravery, 
honour, and generoſity, from ſixpence a day and 
worlted lace, ' 


Enter Boy with a letter. | 


Boy. Pray, Sir, are you the man in the red 
coat ? 
Fitz. Ha, ha, ha !-Why, yes, my little hero, 
think I am the man in the red coat. 

Boy. Then Darby deſired me to give you that. 
: { Exit unperceived, 

Fitz. (opening the letter.) Darby ! a new corre- 
ſpondent—(Reads) © This comes hopping 
« duty bound.” -A curious challenge; and pray, 
my little friend, where is this Mr. Darby? (looks 
round.) Eh ! why the herald is off My Norah 
ſeems to have plenty of lovers here—but how 
has my attachment tranſpired? - Seven o'clock — 

C S * 
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the Elmgrove—Well, we ſhall ſee what fort of 
hero Mr. Darby is—This charming girl !—A 
pretty ſnare maſter Cupid has led me into. 


How unlucky, to ere ſo fair a manſion on an- 
other man's foundation! 


ArirR—FirzRovy. 


Thou little cheat, return my heart, 
For if you've loſt your own, 

"Tis but at beſt a roguiſh art 

To coax poor me with mine to part 
And yours for ever gone. 


Hence ye graces, ſmiles, and Joves, 
Tender ſigh and falling tear, 
Venus harneſs all thy doves ; 
Cupid quit thy manſion here. 


Heal my wound and ſoothe my pain, 
Roſy Bacchus chear my ſoul ; 
If the urchin comes again, 
Drown him in thy flowing bowl. 
[Exit. 


SCENE 111.—Outfide of DzxMorT's Cottage. 


Enter Father Lukz and DERMor. 


F. Luke. Well now, Dermot, I've come to your 
houſe with you—what is this bulineſs ? 

Der. Oh, Sir, I'll tell you, 

F. Luke. Unburthen your conſcience to me, 
child—ſpeak freely—you know I'm your ſpiritual 
conſeſſor, ſo 1 muſt examine into the. ſtate of 
your ſoul—tell me Have you tapped the barrel 
of ale yet ? 


Der. 
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Der. That I have, Sir, and you ſhall taſte it. 

b | [ Exit. 

F. Luke. Aye, he wants to come round me for 
my ward Kathlane. 

Re-enter DeRMoT with ale. 
My dear child, what's that ? 

Der. Only your favourite brown jug, Sir. 

F. Luke (taking it). Now, child, why will you 
do theſe things ? (drinks.) 

Der. I'll prime him well before I mention 
Kathlane.—Ir's a hard heart that a ſup can't ſoften 
(ade). 

F. Luke. Boy, what ſignifies your jug? you 
know I don't think of it without a tender ſong 


You're a country lad and a ſhepherd, and a lover. 
Der. All that I ſurely am, Sir. 


— 


AR —Deguor. 


My ſheep feaſt on flowers, and fine is their wool; 
My dog he is faithful, my bottle is full: 

And green is the paſture, and blue is the ſky, 
And Aura ſoft whiſpers in amorous ſigh. 

A note from my pipe is the joy of the plain, 

That couples in dancing the nymph and the ſwain, 
Tho? ſmiles of bright ſummer encircle my year, 
Alas! all is nothing! Kathlena's not here 


Gay Shelah preſents me a bowl of ſweet cream; 
Fond Oonah requeſts I'd interpret her dream; 

For ſaving two lambs that fell into the brook, 

Each wove me a chaplet to hang on my crock, 

All mine are the meadows that round I behold ; 
And mine are the flocks that at ſun-ſet I fold ; 

My neighbours are cheerful, their friendſhip fincere, 
Alas! all is nothing |-—-Kathlena's not here |! 


[ Exit into the bouſe. 
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Enter DarBy: 


Dar. How do you do, Father Luke ? 
F. Luke, Go away, Darby; you're a rogue. 
Dar. Father Luke, conſent that I ſhall marry 


Kathlane. 
F. Luke. You marry Kathlane, you reprobate ! 
Dar. Give her to me, and I'll give your Reve- 


rence a ſheep. 
F. Luke. Oh, well; I always thought you were 


a boy that would come to good—A ſheep ! Lou 
ſhall have Kathlane—Y ou've been very wicked, 


Dar. Not IJ, Sir. 
F. Luke. What! an't I your prieft, and know 


what wickedneſs is but repent it, and marry, 
Dar. Yes, Sir, I'll marry and repent it. 


AIR — Father Luxe. 


You know I'm your prieſt and your conſcience is mine, 
But if you grow wicked it's not a good fign ; 
So leave off your raking and marry a wife, 
And then, my dear Darby, you're ſettled for life : 
Sing ballynomona ora, 
A good merry wedding for me. 


The banns being publiſh'd to chapel we go, * 
The bride and the bridegroom in coats white as ſnow ; 
So modeſt her air, and fo ſheepiſh your look, 
You out with your ring and I pull out my book: 
Sing ballanomona ora, 
A good merry wedding for me. 


I thumb out the place and I then read away; 
She bluſhes at love, and ſhe whiſpers obey ; 
You take her dear hand to have and to hold, 
I ſhut up my book and I pocket your gold: 
Sing ballynomona ora, 
The ſnug little guinea for me. 


* 


The 
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'The neighbours wiſh joy to the bridegroom and bride, 
The piper before us, you march hide by fide; 
A plentiful dinner gives'mirth to each face, 
The piper plays up, myſelf I ſay grace: 
Sing ballynomona ora, 
A good wedding dinner for me. 


Y ou ſhall have Kathlane; and here ſhe comes. 
Dar. (bowing.) Thank you, Sir. | Both retire. 


Enter KATHLANE, with à bird in @ cage. 


AIR—KATHLANE. 


Sweet bird I caught thee in thy neſt, 
And fondling plac'd thee in my breaſt, 
When thou wert helpleſs, weak, and young, 
Unfledg'd thou cou'dſt not wing the air, 
I cheriſh'd thee with tender care, 
Be grateful, pay me with a long. 


Ah, what to thee are groves and fields, 
The tempting gifts gay Flora yields, 
Why pant and flatter to be free? 

Ten thouſand dangers are abroad, 
Then in thy ſmall but ſafe abode, 
Content and cheerful ſing for me. 


Thou think'ſt not of the various ills, 
The wintry blaſts that often kills, 
I'd fain thy little life prolong ; 
The ruffian hawk preſcribes its date, 
The levell'd gun is charg'd with fate, 
Here brave them in thy warbling ſong. 


Oh, Father! is Dermot within, Sir? | 
F. Luke, Kathlane, don't think of Dermot. 
To her, man; put your beſt leg foremoſt, 
Dar. I don't know which is my belt leg. 
F. Luke, Go (makes figns to Darsy). 
8 C 3 . Dar. 
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Dar. Oh, I muſt go and give her a kiſs (&i/es 
ber). He, he, he !—what ſweet lips! he, he, he! 
—Speak for me, Sir. 

F. Luke. Hem! Child, Kathlane——1Is the ſheep 
at ? 

Dar. As bacon ! 

F. Luke. Child, this boy will make you a good 
hufband ; won't you, Darby? 

Dar. Yes, Sir. 

Kath. Indeed, Father Luke, I'll have nobody 
but Dermot. 

F. Luke. I tell you, child, Dermot's an ugly 
man and a bad chriſtian. 


Euter DrRMoOr. 


Dar. Yes, Dermot's a bad man and an ugly 
chriſtian. 

F. Luke. Come here, Dermor, take your mug 
you empty fellow (brows it away)—l am going 
to marry Kathlane here, and you muft give her 
away. . 

Der. Give her away! I muſt have her firſt; and 
it was to aſk your conſent that I 

F. Luke. Eh, what! you marry her! no ſuch 
thing— put ic out of your head. | 

Der. If that's the caſe, Father Luke, the two 
ſhcep that 1 intended as a preſent for you, I'll 
drive to the fair to-morrow, and get drunk with the 
money. | [ Going. 

F Luke (pauſes). Hey, two ſheep! (afide.) 
Come back here; it's a fin to get drunk, — Darby, 
if you've nothing to do, get about your buſineſs. 


Dar. Sir! 
* F. Luke, 
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F. Luke. Dermot—child! isnt it this evening 
I am to marry you to Kathlane ? 
Dar. Him ! why, lord, Sir, it's me that you're 
to marry to her, 
F. Luke. You, you ordinary fellow ! 


Dar. Yes, Sir; you know I'm to give you 


F. Luke (apart to DERMOT). Two ſheep? 
(Loud to DarBY) You don't marry Kathlane. 

Dar No! 

F. Luke. No; it is two to one againſt you—So 
get away, Darby. 

Kath. and Der. Aye, get away Darby. 

F. Luke to KaTHLANE and DeRMorT). Children, 
expect Capt. Fitzroy at my houſe for my niece 
Norah, and II couple you all as ſoon as I clap my 
chumb vpon matrimony. 


QUARTETTO. 
Father Luke, DERMuor, DarBy, and KATHLANE, 


KATHLANE f DERMOT. 
Tou the point may carry 
If a while you tarry; 


To DarBy. 
But for you 
1 cell you true, 
No, you I'll never marry. 


CHORUS, 
You the point, &c. 


Denxuor. 
Care our ſouls diſowning, 
Punch our ſorrows drowning, 
Laugh and love, 
And ever prove 
Joys, joys our wiſhes crowning, 


CHORUS, 
Care our, &c, 
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Darsy. 


To the church I'll hand her, 
(Offers to take her hand -fbe refuſes.) 


1 hen thro? the world I'll wander, 
In fob and ſigh 
Until 1 die, 


A poor forſaken gander. 


_ CHORUS. 
To the church, &c. 


Father Luke. 


Each pious prieſt ſince Moſes, 
One mighty truth diſcloſes, 
You're never- vext, 

If this the text, 

Go fuddle all your noſes. 


CHORUS. 
Each pious, &c. 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE IV.— A Grove. 


Enter FiTzROvY. 


Fitz. Who can this challenger be ? Some hay- 
maker perhaps meet me with a reaping hook, ha, 
ha, ha 

Bax. (without.) Venez ici. 

Fitz. (looking out.) Eh, my man Bagatelle,- 
Ah, the officious puppy, I ſuppoſe, has heard of 
the affair, and 1s come to prevent miſchief. 

Bag (wrthout.) Come along, Monſieur Darby, 

Fitz. Darby! the name the boy mentioned 
Let's ſee. | [ Retires. 


11 Enter 
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Enter DAR BY with @ piſtol, and BAGATELLE with 
a ſword. 


Dar. Mr. Bag and Tail! 

Bag. Well? 

Dar. When I fall, as to be ſure I ſhall—thatis, if 
Pat's ſecond is as wicked as | am, bring my corple 
to Dermot and Kathlane's wedding, 

Bag. I vil, Monſieur Darby. 

Dar. But do you think I may be kill'd! 

Bag. Very like. 

Dar. Hem!—He's not here—we'll go home. 

Bag. Ah, ha! firſt I vill fight him-vid de piſtol 
and den I vill fight him vid de ſword, 


Dar. I'd rather you d fight him with the ſword 
firſt. 


Bag. Pourquoi—why ſo ? 

Dar. Becauſe I long to fee a little ſword play, 
and if you ſhould be killed with the piſtols, then 
I'm diſappointed. 

Fitz, (aſide.) Can Bagatelle be the challenger? 

Dar, When Pat ſhoots I get behind you (Hands 
at bis back)—Y ou're curſed thin, one might as. 
well ſtand behind a pitch-fork ; I wiſh you were 
fatter. 

Bag. Ah, Diable ! would you have me Dutch- 
man ? 

Dar. Indeed I would upon this occaſion Id 
rather fight behind a Dutch weaver than a French 
churchwarden. 

Bag. Soldier Pat did bid me valk out of de 
vinder—Ah, ha! Begar! I vil make him valk out 
of de vorld! 

Fitz. (advances.) Servant, gentlemen. 

Bag, Mon Maitre! 


Filz. 


42 THE POOR SOLDIER. 


Fitz. So you ſend challenges, you raſcal! (/ews 
letter to DaRBy,) 

Dar. Me, Sir! Not I, Sir—Oh! yes, Sir, I— 
No, Sir, I got it from Monſieur Bag and Tail 
(frightened). 

Bag. (afide.) Ah diantre! 

Fitz. (to BAGATELLE.) Had you the impudence 
to write ſuch a letter as this? 

Bag. Non, Monſieur - the Duke's coachman, 

Fitz, Coachman, firrah! 

Bag. Oui, Monſteur—I vil tell your Honor all 
touchant cet affaire—Sir, I vas 

Dar. Hold your j.bbering ! I'll tell the whole 
ſtory in three words—Sir, you muſt know, Pat 
the foldier—No— Monſieur Bag and Tail—was— 
Father Luke's houſe—come. up ſtairs—No— 
Norah bid him—ſays Pat, ſays he—(to BAOA- 
'TELLE) What did he "lay? Oh, ſhe ſhut the door 
out of the window; and . Pat could - no 
after—how was it? (1% BAGATELLE.) 

Bag. Oui, dat vas de whole affair. 

Dar. Yes, Sir, that was the whole affair. 

Fitz. Upon my word, very clearly explained. 

Dar. Yes, I didn't go to ſchool for nothing. 

Fitz. 1 find my little Norah is the object of 


univerſal gallantry (aſide). 

Bag. Ah, Monſicur. 

Fitz. Begone, ſirrah! and if ever I find you 
concerned in letters of this Kind again, you get a 
lettre de catcher. 

Bag Ah malheureux ! [ Exit, 

Dar. (calling after him.) Yes, Monſieur, you'd 
better ttick to the curling- itons. 

Fitz. Yes, my. friend, and you had better 
flick to your flail and ſpade than meddle with 


ſword and piſtol, None but gentlemen ſhould 
have 
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| have privilege to murder one another inf an ho- 
| norable. way; but when duelling thus deſcends, 
let them be aſhamed of a practice, the fatal con- 
ſequences of which precludes him from hope of 
mercy who dies in the commiſſion of a premedi- 
tated crime, and delivers the ſurvivor to the ſharpeſt 
pains of remorſe (going). 

Dar. One word, Sir, if you pleaſe. 

Fitz. (returning.) Well, my honeſt friend! 

Dar. Now, Sir, Kathlane's quite loſt; there's 
one thing troubles me; and I'll leave it to you, 
| which of the two, Dermot or I, is the prettieſt boy 
for it ? 


Dar. Stupid ſcoundrel! You a captain 1 
Halloo, corporal! (calls after FiTzRov.) 


Re-enter FiTzROY. 


Fitz. (threatening.) How ! 
Dar. (turning and calling to the other fide.) 1 


ſay you, corporal. . [ Exit FiTzRoOY., 


Dar. Such a ſwaggerer! Aye, I muſt 80 to 
town and learn to talk to theſe people. 


AIiR—DaskBy. ' 


Since Kathlane has prov'd ſo untrue, 
g Poor Darby, ah! what can you dot? 

No longer I'll ſtay here a clown, 

But ſell off and gallop to town 

1'!l dreſs ard I'll ſtrut with an air, 

The barber ſhall frizzle my hair. 


In Dublin I'll cut a great daſh ; 
But how for to compals the caſh? 


Fitz. Ha, ha, ha! Stupid ſcoundrel! [| Exit. 
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* ; 
A* r perhaps, I may win, 
With cards ] can take the flats in; 
Or trundie falſe dice, and they're nick'd ; 
If found out I ſhall only be kick d. 


But firſt for to get a great name, 

A due! eſtabhſh my fame; 

To my man then a challenge l' write, 

But firſt I'll take care he won't fight; 

We'll wear not to part till we fall, 

Then ſhoot with our powder and—the. devil a ball. 


[ Exit. 


SCENE V. and laſt.—Infide of Father Luxe's 
| Hoaſe. 


F. Luke (within). Aye, I'll teach you to run 
after ſoldiers. 
Nor. (witbin.) Dear Sir! 


Enter Father Lukxt and Noran. 


F. Late. Come along! If you won't have 
Captain Fitzroy you go to Boulogne. Pat the 
ſoldier, indeed! I'll fend you to a convent—1 will 
by my function! | 

Nor. Sir, I am contented. 

F. Luke. Contented ! Very fine, So you put 
me into a paſſion and now you're contented, Go— 
get in there, Mrs. Knapſack! (puts ber in and 
locks the door —laps at the door with the key.) Con- 
ſent to marry Captain Fitzroy, or there you ſtay 
till I ſhip you'for France, 


Enter 
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Enter FiTzRrOY. 


Fitz. Eh, Father Luke! Who's going to 


France ? 


F. Luke. Only a young lady here within, Sir, 


og a little refractory—ſhe won't marry you, 
Ir, 

Fitz. Refuſe my hand! Well, that I did not 
expect. But do you reſign her to me, Sir? 

F. Luke. There, with that key I deliver up my 
authority (gives key). And now, if I can find Mr. 
Patrick her ſoldier, he goes to the county gaol for 
a vagabond. A jade! to loſe the opportunity of 
making herſelf a lady and me a biſhop. [ Exit, 

Fitz. Oh! here is her ſoldier, Now, ** 4 
muſt feem cruel only to be kind.” 


Enter PATRICK, 


Pat. Well, Sir, by your advice I have ven- 
tured here, like a ſpy into the enemy's camp. 


Fitz. (fternly.) Pray, my friend, were you ever 


brought to the halberts ? 

Pat. Sir! 

Fitz. How came you abſent from your regi- 
ment? Have you a furlough ? 

Pat. (confuſed.) Not about me, Sir. 

Fitz. I have the honor to bear the King's com- 
miſſion, and am obliged to take you up for a de- 
ſerter. LA 

Pat. Sir, it was a reliance. on your honor and 
good nature that trepann'd me here; therefore, I 
hope you won't exert an authority which I had no 
ſuſpicion at that time you had a right to. - 

| HZ. 
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Fitz. No talk, Sir; it was for the good of the 
ſervice I trepanned you hither, as you call it. I've 


a proper perſon prepar'd here, into whole cuſtody 


I ſhall deliver you (ane the door). 

Pat. What a cruel piece of treachery ! (afide.) 

Fitz. (preſenting Nor an.) Since you reject me, 
Madam, here's one that will know how to deal wich 
you. 

Nor. My Patrick 

Pat. Oh, Norah! if this is real, let's kneel and 
thank our benefactor. 

Fitz. No, Patrick, you were my deliverer ; 1 
am that very officer whoſe life you ſaved at Beatti's 
Ford, and the identical Captain Fitzroy who would 
have deprived you of a treaſure I now deliver to you 
with joy, as the reward of your generoſity, valour, 


and conſtancy. 
F. Luke (without). No, I can't find the run- 


away-raſcal. 


Pat. Your uncle! 
Nor. Oh, heavens ! 
Fitz. Don't be alarmed. 


Enter Father Luk, DrxMor, Darzy and 
KATHLANE. 


F. Luke. What's here? Patrick !—Dermot and 


Darby lay hold of him, 


Der. Not I. 

Dar. I'm no conſtable, | 

F. Luke. I ſay take him. The ſerjeant ſhall lay 
hold of him. 

Dar. Why, Sir, the white ſerjeant has laid hold 
of him. 

Fitz, Dear Sir, don't be ſo violent againſt a 


young man that you preiently marry to your niece. 
F. Luke. 
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F. Luke. Me! 

Fitz. Don't you wiſh to be a biſhop ? 

F. Luke. A fine road to bring a foot-ſoldier into 
my tamily ; then a halbert muſt be my croſier, 
and my mitre a grenadier's cap—a common ſoldier 
indeed |! | 

Fitz He's no longer ſo; I have a commiſſion 
to diſpoſe of, and I cannot ſet a higher value on 
it than by beſtowing it on one ſo worthy. 

F. Luke. An officer! Oh, that's another thing. 

Dar. Pat an officer! I'll liſt co-morrow ia ſpite- 
of the black patch, 

Pat Sir, though it's a vain attempt, my ſweet 
Norah and | ſhall endeavour to deſerve your patro- 
nage and goodnels, 
| Kath. (to Nox an.) My dear Norah, I wiſh you 
oy. 

: Dar. (apart to KATRHLIAN E.) How dare you 
make ſo tree with an officer's lady? 

F. Luke, But, Captain, why do you give up my 
niece ? 


Fitz. Sir, the Captain thought himſelf unworthy 


of her, When he found ſuperior merit in the Poor 
Soldier ! | 


FINALE. 


FiTzRov. 
More true felicity | ſhall find 
When thoſe are join'd, (% Par, and Non.) 
By fortune kid; | 
How pleafing to me, 
So happy to lee, 
— Such merit and virtue united. 


Noka. 
* No future ſorrows can grieve us, 
If you will pleale to forgive us; 
To each kind friend 
We lowly bend (cartfies) — | 
Your pardon—with joy we're delighted. 


 PaTRICK. 
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PAT&KICK, 


With my commiſſion, yet, deareſt life ! 
My charming wife! 
Wuen drum aud fife 
+ Shalt beat up to arms, 
The plunder your. charms; 
In love your poor ſoldier you'il find me. 


+ KATHLANE; a 4 


Love my petition has granted, 
],get the dea ad that 1 wanted. | 


Less plea d zith a duke, : _ 


When good Father Luke 
To my own little Dermoi . join'd me. 


DRB V. 


Vou impudent buſſy; a pretty rate 


Of love you prate, % 
But batkye, Kaze, N 
- Your dear little lad | 1 
Will find that his pad 
Has got a nice — kick in her gallop. 


Father Luxe. 


Now, Darby, upon my ſalvation, 
You merit excommunication ; 
In love but agree, 
And ſhortly you'll ſee, 
In marriage III ſoon tie you all up, 


DERMor. 


The devil a bit o* me cares a bean, 
For neat and clean 
We'll both be ſeen, 
Myſelf and my laſs 
Next Sunday at maſs, 
And there will be coupled for ever. 


4 4 PATRICK, 5 


The laurel I've won in the field, Sirs, 
Yet now ina garden 1 yield, Sirs, 
Nor think it a ſhame 
Your mercy to Claim 
Your mercy's my {word and my field, Sirs. 
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